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her. When the autumn came and there were
dances, he chaperoned her out to those dances
and sat back among the chaperons, content to
watch her and not to trespass himself upon a
moment of her time.

She would come to him in distress.

" I want to dance with you, Charles."

" Nonsense, run away and play."

"Don't you see, I like dancing with you?"

Because he was so charming he took it as
flattery. The girl felt it her duty; it was not that
she really cared, it was that she wanted to pay
him a delicate compliment. Very charming of
her, but it ended there.

Once, and once only, he had a passage-of-anns
with Hilda Neale about it. It was very late, and
he had returned from a dance to find Miss Neale
sitting waiting up fopr him with a whisky toddy.
She was sitting in the library, her knitting sagged
into her lap, and about her there was something a
little sinister. He dismissed Doreen to bed; the
girl was tired out anyway, and, seeing that Hilda
Neale wanted to talk, he sat down amusedly
before her.

"Well," he said, "and what is it?"

At first she would not say. She fell back upon
the woman's usual excuse of it being nothing.
She stared at him malevolently. In the end he
said that he knew that it was something and
challenged her to tell him.

" If I do, you won't hold it against me?"

" Of course not/'

" I hate to see you making such a fool of
self over that girl 1"